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That incident caused hope to spring anew in the Queen's breast; but days and weeks and months rolled on and brought no change in the situation. Winter arrived; the prisoner saw the snow spread its mantle of white over the plains and mountains, and, if she could but have passed the gate, the frozen lake offered her a solid pathway to the shore. In all that time no letter brought her the comforting intelligence that her deliverance still engrossed their thoughts, but every evening the light announced that some friend was watching.
In due time nature awoke from her deathlike sleep, and now and then a stray sunbeam pierced the murky clouds which overhang Scotland from the beginning to the end of winter. The snow melted, the icy crust on the lake disappeared, the trees put forth their buds, and woods and fields were green and beautiful once more. Everything, animate and inanimate, came forth from its prison at the glad approach of spring. It was a bitter sorrow for Mary that for her alone winter was never-ending.
One evening she fancied that the movements of the light indicated that something new was toward. She had so often questioned the faint, twinkling star, and had so often counted more than twenty heart-beats, that for a long time, to avoid the agony of disappointment, she had not made the signal. She determined, however, to make one more trial, and almost hopelessly she placed the light in the window. The other light instantly disappeared, and was replaced as her heart beat for the eleventh time. At the same moment, by a strange coincidence, a stone flew threw the window, and fell at Mary Seaton's feet. It was, like the first, wrapped in a letter from George, which the Queen took from her companion's hands and read: " The moment is at hand," so ran